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The  Wind 
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The  Spinner 


As  once  you  carried  morning  flowers 
And  KnocK  at  many  doors  for  me 

Where  children  are,  or  ever  were. 

And  1  eave  my  songs.  But  with  them  leave 
O  better  than  these  hands  can  maKe! — 
Thine  own  sweet  Spirit,  Child! 


THE  WIND 


I  Know  tHe  wind’s  a  little  boy 
Just  from  tHe  way  He  plays. 
He  KicKs  tHe  rahed  up  leaves, 
tweaKs 

Off  Hats  a  dozen  ways. 


Then  afterwards  He  won’t  wait  ’round. 
He’s  off  in  one-two-tHree. 

You  Know,  if  I  could  see  tHe  wind 
I’m  sure  He’d  looK  liKe  me. 
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The  Wind 
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SNUBBED 


Hello,  Mister  Sun-flower, 

Don’t  tHinK  you're  so  High, 

I  remember  when  you  weren’t 
Half  so  tall  as  I. 

Hello,  Mister  Sun-flower, 

Y ou  can’t  run  away. 

Though  you  try  as  Hard  as  Hard? 
You  just  have  to  stay. 
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Snubbed 


Rachel  Barton  Butler. 

it  £  Ver.r  Himplj. 
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Rose  F.  Gaynor. 
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Hel  -  lo,  Mis  -  ter  Sun  -  flow’r,  Don’t  think  you’re  so  high,  I  re  -  mem  -  her  when  you  weren't 
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Hel  -  lo,  Mis  -  ter  Sun  -  flow’r,  You  can’t  run 
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way.  Though  you  try 


hard  as  hard;  You  just  have  to  stay. 
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THE  LONELY  ROAD 


I  love  the  lonely  road 

That  goes  I  Know  not  where. 

It  starts  out  in  the  villag'e. 

But  does  not  linger  there. 

It  wanders  throug'h  the  meadow. 
Along'  the  dusty  way. 

Until  it’s  lost;  I  g'uess  it’s  gone 
To  looK  for  fairies  gay. 

For  where  the  wood  is  deepest. 
Where  green  moss  makes  a  floor. 

And  fairies’  ring's  are  white  by  day, 
I  found  the  road  once  more. 


Rachel  Barton  Butler. 
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The  Lonely  Road 


Rose  F.  Gaynor.  - 
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RETRIBUTION 


I  made  a  JacK-o-lantern 
To  vise  on  Hallow-e’en; 

It  Had  a  face  more  dreadful 
Than  any  I  Had  seen. 

I  took  it  out  one  evening 

To  scare  some  one  to  deatH, 

When  up  the  Hill  a  lig'Ht  sHone  out 
THat  ’most  took  ’way  my  breatH. 

Up  the  Hill,  a  lantern 

’Was  lifted  pretty  soon, 

I  ran  ’most  Home  before  I  saw 
THat  it  was  just  tHe  moon. 


Retribution 


Rachel  Barton  Butler. 

Allegretto. 


Jessie  L.  Gaynor. 
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I  made  a  jack  -  o’  -  lan  -  tern  To  use  on  Hal-low  -  een,  It  had  a  face  more  dread-ful  Than  a  -  ny  I  had  seen 
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took  Jt  out  one  eve  -  ning  To  scare  some  one  to  death,  When  up  the  hill  a  light^hone  out  That  most  took ’way  my  breath; 
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I  ran  most  home _ 


be-fore  I  saw 
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That  it  was  just  the  moon. 
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THE  THIEF 


Stop!  you  tHief  of  a  pumpKin  vine! 

You’re  clever  enough,  but  you’re 
caught  today. 

See!  How  He’s  scampered  along  tHe 
ground 

Over  tHe  fence  to  get  away. 

You’re  carrying  something  under 
your  coat, 

I  Lift  your  green  pocKets,  Sir  Ban¬ 
dit  bold! 

O!  will  you  looK  what  He  Has 
beneath! 

Bag'  after  bag'  of  round,  brig'Ht 
g'old! 


The  Thief 

Rachel  Barton  But Uf.  Jessie  L.  Gaynor. 

With  animation* _  _ _ 
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Stop!  you  thief  of  a  Pump-kin  vine,  You're  clev-  er  e-nough  but  you’re  caught  to-day.  See!  how  he’a  scampered  a- 
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THE  STAIRS 


1  sat  on  the  landing'  witH 
Sallie, 

Just  Sallie  and  I  and  the 
pup. 

And  Sallie  said  stairs  must 
g'et  awfully  tired 
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Of  always  a- 

I  Know  tHat  Sallie's  mistaKen 
And  if  she  would  only  turn 
roun’ 

She  would  see  how  it  was 

tHat  those  lazy  old  stairs 
’Were  always  a- 
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COMPARISON 


The  sea  is  so  very  great. 

And  I  am  so  very  small, 

1  wonder,  when  God  was  maKi 
tHings, 

He  thought  of  me  at  all. 
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TIRED  SHOES 


I  Know  my  shoes  are  tired  at  nigbt. 
As  tired  as  they  can  be. 

For  I  am  very  tired,  and  they 
Go  ev’rywhere  witb  me. 


Then  mother  puts  them  on  the  floor 
And  when  she  trims  tHe  ligbt, 

I  reach  out  quicK  and  take  them  in 
My  bed  witb  me  each  nig'Ht. 


THE  SPINNER 

Away  up  stairs  in  our  attic 

AVhere  I  go  when  tbe  day  is  wet. 
In  tHe  darKest  corner,  a  spider 
Is  weaving  a  silver  net. 


But  I’ll  tell  you,  that  little  brown  spider 
Is  a  beautiful  fairy,  it  seems; 

And  tbe  silver  nets  she  is  mahing 

A.re  tbe  good  little  children’s  dreams. 
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Slowly  ana  wn»  grfa»  w»mi»»»v»j. _ 


Rachel  Barton  Butler. 

Klon  l.r  an«l  «  Uli  great  simplicity. 


The  Spinner 


Jessie  L.  Gaynor. 
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weav-ing  a  sil  -  verEa  ail  -  ver  net,  Is  weav-ing  a  ail  -  ver  net. 
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But  I’ll  tell  you,  that  little  brown  spi  -  der  Is  a 
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beau-ti-ful  fai-ry,  it  seems. 


And  the  sil  -  ver  nets  she  is  mak-ing  Are  the  good  lit-tle  children’s  dreams. 
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